
Introduction 

Welcome to this unfortunate anthology of a teenage boy with too 
much time, too many emotions and no way to deal with them. 

In the next few pages are my depressing thoughts and situations. 
There are happy moments too, but they are few and far between. 

I hope you don't hate them. 

Trigger Warning: Rape, Abuse. 



Assumptions 



Far Too Much 



It happened again last night 

I have so many bruises 
Trying not to think about it 
I can't do this anymore 
What would my friends think? 
They would tell me to just leave 
As if it's that easy 
I try 

But manipulation always wins 

It happened again last night 
This grip is far too tight 
God, I'm so dependent 
I wish I could get out of this 
What would my dad think? 

I dread to think 
The idea of him knowing 
It's terrifying 
Nobody can know 

It happened again last night 
I'm breaking down 
I might snap soon 
What would my mum think? 
She would cry 
I'm going to leave 

I have to leave 
I have to face her 



Pre 

Dark night, late night 
Wearing my favourite joggers 
Not many people 
It is midweek 
That guy's looking at me 
That guy's staring at me 
Quicken my pace 
Plan alternate routes 
He foUows 

Dark night, late night 
Wearing my favourite dress 
Lots of people 
It is the weekend 
That guy's looking at me 
That guy's staring at me 
Remain calm 
Nothing will happen with so many people around 
He foUows 

Dark night, late night 
Wearing my favourite pyjamas 
Just me and him 
Same as most nights 
He asks if I want to go to bed 
He teUs me to go to bed 

Remain calm 
Slowly walk to the bed 
He foUows 



Post 

Sick morning, cold morning 
Throw out my joggers 

Not many people 
I need some support 
Can't forget that animal 
Can't forget that stare 
Try not to cry 
Don't be sick 
I fail 

Sick morning, cold morning 
Throw out my dress 

Lots of people 
They say it's my fault 
Can't forget that animal 
Can't forget that stare 
Cry so much 
Until I'm sick 
I'm tired 
Sick morning, cold morning 
Sit in my pyjamas 
Just me and him 
Try not to think about it 
Can't think about it 
Still think about it 
Cannot cry 
Must not cry 
I fail 



About Whom I Love 

So now, with a muse that lights up my soul 

I try to write 

Only she is not a muse 

She is a person 

She is a wonderful person 

With her own dreams 

And her own desires 

And to say that she is simply a muse is insulting 

She is so much more than that 

She is a mind, a voice, a body, a soul 

A mind that displays such fantastic thoughts and her perspective on 

the world 

Shown through her voice 

A voice that shyly speaks excitement and worries 

But also shown through her body 

Through the strokes of brush, to the circling of my thumb 

Her vision comes through 

The careful marks she makes on paper and canvas 

Showing what she likes and how she feels 

All of these things combined make her soul 

That beautiful soul 

To which I can never compare 



Is Your Boyfriend Okay With You Being Away So 

Long? 



Drinking alone, you say you hate that 

I look miserable too 
Unknown person, talking to a stranger 
About aspirations, politics and hangovers 
Eating crappy food 
I wish I could remember your name 

Though I barely know you 
I think about our now impossible future 
Meeting in a hotel, sleeping in a hotel 
I wish I could have seen you asleep 
I wish I could have seen you shower 
I wish I could remember your name 

If my memory had served me better, or I had some forethought 
Everything could be different 
But alas, it's not meant to be 
But that doesn't stop this stupid feeling 
I wish I could remember your name 

Now I'm at an airport 
Half hoping I wiU see you 
But it won't happen 
Your flight is so much later than mine 
I don't know if we're are even in the same terminal 
I wish I could remember your name 



I'm Awake 



I can't move 
Why can't I move? 

HeUo? 
I can't talk either 
Who are these people? 
They keep looking at me 
But they don't see me 
There's my husband 
He wiU help me 
He doesn't see me either 
Why does no one see me? 
I don't recognise this ceiling 
Though it looks like a school or hospital 
Am I in hospital? 
'I'm afraid your husband was in a terrible accident' 
I am in hospital 
'He's in a coma' 
I'm in coma? 
Then why I am awake? 
Why can I hear everything around me? 
And see what right ahead of me? 
'Shouldn't you close his eyes? 
It seems strange to have them open' 
No! 

I'm awake, don't do that! 

It's so dark. 
I hope I get better soon. 



Typefaces 



So many emotions 

WITH jysT /I siicfiT mm in mn 

Different things are portrayed 

rOU KNOW WHAT TYPE OF PERSON HAS WRITTEN IT 

What they consider themselves 

WHAT THINGS THEY LIKE TCD WKYCH 

Whether they are serious 
Or slU%j 

Hipster 

Or a follower of the crowd 

If tWy prefer Halloween 

So much can be learnt 

3f StitH a SIMPLE THIKG 

IwaHKRWHATITSAmBaUTME 



Flying Alone 



On the monotonous plane I sit 
Surrounded by people I don't know 

And have decided I don't like 
Though they probably are unlikable 
I validate to myself 



Movies on the plane 
I don't want to admit I like 
I have a persona to continue 
And liking films that aren't like abstract German horror 
Or at the very least glanced at by the criterion collection 
Just won't stand 



Which My Friend Is a Better Person Than 

I 



Travelling from where we work 
To where we sleep 
On the train. 
Usual people, usual noise. 
But there is sound that is out of place 
A girl cries, and cries 
She is in her own sad world 
And the rest of the world doesn't see her 



Except my friend and I 



We considered what we could possibly do 
To make her sad world a little less so 
'We should say something' 
'But what would we say?' 
'Anything. Anything is better than nothing' 
'That's true. But neither of us are eloquent. 
Despite what we think of ourselves' 



The grueling journey continues 



Though I have come to no solution 
I still want to do something 
My friend is writing something 
'You're doing homework now?' 
'No, it is a letter' 
'Oh' 

'We may not be able to speak, but we can write' 



This is true, though I would never say it 

The journey ends, and the people filter off 
I look for my friend 
Then I see him hand over the piece of paper 
And her face light up 
'She seemed happy' 
'Yes' 

'Did you put your name?' 
'No' 
'Oh, why not?' 
'I don't know' 



It is this I now understand 
My friend didn't want to cheer up this unfortunate girl 
To fulfill an ulterior motive 
It was to improve the mood of a sad person 



